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CHIEF KING: Today's date is December 6, 
2001. The time is 1625 hours. This is Battalion Chief 
Stephen King with the Safety Battalion of FDNY. I am 
conducting an interview with Firefighter Michael Hazel 
from Engine 224. The interview is regarding the events 
of September 11th, 2001. 

Q. Mike, you can start any time you're ready. 

A. Okay. That morning I was awaiting relief, 
believe it or not, and we were watching TV in the 
kitchen and we saw the news saying that the tower was 
hit, the first tower was hit. 

So we had a couple of guys here. One guy was 
going off duty. The rest were all working. Another 
guy just came back from a detail. I said to them, 
"Don't go anywhere because we're going to be going to 
the World Trade Center," because we always respond to 
that box and you could see from the TV that it was a 
substantial fire and I knew we'd be going. 

You couldn't tell at that point it was a 
jet. I thought originally it was a publicity stunt, 
especially after that guy with the parachute who got 
caught in the Statue of Liberty. I figured it was just 
some guy who was trying to fly between the towers and 


got lost because it really didn't look like that big of 
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a hole. So a few minutes later we responded. We were 
sent a ticket and we responded, but to the Battery 
Tunnel, to the staging area. We didn't go directly to 
the Trade Center. 

On the way to the Battery Tunnel, we're 
driving along Columbia Street and I'm sitting across 
from the proby, and as we're talking and I'm preparing 
him for the events, what to expect at this job we're 
going to go to, he just says to me, "Look at this 
dummy. He's flying underneath the smoke instead of 
over it." With that I turned to my right and looked at 
the Twin Towers and I saw the second jet hit. So he 
started screaming and I just said to him, "We're in big 
trouble. This is an attack. We're being attacked." 

So we thought we were going to get sent right 
to the Trade Center, but we went to the Battery Tunnel 
and, obviously, everybody else who was there saw the 
second plane hit, so no one was sitting in their rig 
just waiting to go. We all jumped out and ran over to 
each other and started talking, like this isn't good, 
we're in trouble here, there's a lot of fire, there's a 
lot of people, and we couldn't understand why we 
weren't getting called yet. 


A couple of the chauffeurs who got out of 
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their rigs to mingle turned up their radios, so it was 
like in stereo. All the rigs just blared, "Anybody at 
the Battery Tunnel." They started rattling off the 
companies. "Respond." So we all wished each other 
luck and we jumped in our rigs and we went through the 
tunnel. We got stuck in the tunnel for a while, 
probably a good ten minutes, but it seemed like 
forever, where it just wasn't moving at all, and we 
pretty much all got the feeling that it was a setup, 
that we were meant to get stuck in there. 

But we eventually got through the tunnel, and 
at first we started seeing bits and pieces, when we 
turned up West Street, of the plane and of what turned 
out to be body parts. But the closer we got, the 
bigger the parts got, the plane parts and the body 
parts, and it finally got to the point where I was 
facing forward and I told the proby, who was facing the 
rear, not to look anymore because I told him the things 
he was going to see he'd rather not see and that he 
would never be able to get it out of his head if he did 
see them. 

At that point, Smitty was driving. That's 
when he started trying to snake his way up West 


Street. There was a lot of debris in the street and I 
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remember yelling to the Lieutenant to keep going 
because stuff was still landing all around us. We just 
passed a compact car where the engine was running and 
the door was open, which looked to me like the driver 
had escaped, but from the back seat to the trunk was 
crushed by a jet engine. I said to the proby, "There 
goes the luckiest guy in the world right there." So we 
went past that and we saw a couple of more gruesome 
scenes, and at that point I just made sure that we 
weren't going to pull over because it was just raining 
down too much debris. 

We started going up West Street. I believe 
that's when Smitty ran over the part of the plane, but 
he did that to avoid the bodies because there were 
obviously bodies in the street that were hit by either 
apparatus or cars or something and it wasn't a pretty 
picture. Like Smitty said, it's just very hard to 
intentionally run over a body, even if you know they're 
dead. So we tried to go around them as best as 
possible. I didn't hear him hit the debris in the 
street. The guys on the other side said they heard it. 

Anyway, we pulled up. We got a hydrant. We 
all jumped off and the Lieutenant reminded everybody to 


take their extra cylinder. I told the Lieutenant that 
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maybe we should help Smitty hook up because we'd 
probably need water more importantly than anything 
else. They had a lot of people there already. The 
hose I didn't think was going to be that important as 
much as water would be. 

So we helped him hook up, and an officer came 
over from the command post. I thought it was a Chief. 
Somebody told me it was a Lieutenant. I'm not sure who 
it was. He told us to move. He said to get off the 
hydrant and move further up north to another hydrant so 
that rigs coming up from behind us would be able to 
form a chain rather than have them try to get around us 
because there wasn't much room to get through West 
Street. So we had to disconnect the rig. 

We got back on the rig. We moved up to the 
next hydrant. Again we helped Smitty hook up and 
grabbed our roll-ups and our cylinders, and as we were 
turning to walk away, one of the guys just nonchalantly 
said, "Hey, Smitty, that's you," and he pointed to the 
ground. I didn't know what he meant. I looked down 
and it was transmission fluid. So I said, "What are 
you talking about?" He said, "That's from when he hit 
the plane. We must have a leak." So I stopped him and 


I said, "We can't leave him here like this because, if 
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he runs out of transmission fluid, he's not going to be 
able to pump and he's going to be useless." So I said, 
"Let's see if we can help him." 

So I called to one of the other guys, Richie 
Saulle, and I asked him to get the clay, the gunk that 
we use to fix gas tanks. I asked him to get it and see 
if he could go under there and try and patch this 
hole. So then we got the gunk and we went under the 
rig and it was a pinhole. It wasn't that much. We 
patched it up and we waited a while to see if it was 
going to stay. It looked like it was going to hold. 

So we got out from under the rig and we got 
our roll-ups and our cylinders and we walked about 
maybe ten yards, 15 yards, and the tower started to 
come down. At first it looked to me like just the top 
of the tower, like maybe the top 15 floors, like the 
skin of the building was just peeling off and coming 
down. We pretty much all just stood there in 
disbelief, and what I did at that point was I told all 
the guys I was with to put their masks on, their face 
piece, because I saw the dust coming and I said, "Who 
knows how much we're going to get hit with? We might 
as well put our masks on." TI told Smitty and this 


other guy, Bailey, who was just buffing the job, to get 
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their masks on or to hightail it. 

So we all put our face pieces on and we 
pretty much got hit with a lot more than we expected, 
so we tried to find refuge behind cars or up against 
fences or whatever we could. I got down on the ground 
and a civilian -- I don't remember now if he bumped 
into me or if he just was calling out, but I grabbed 
him and I started sharing my face piece with him, 
sharing the mask, and then you just started hearing 
people screaming and yelling because they started 
getting engulfed in the cloud and it started getting 
darker and darker. Another guy was coming running by 
crying, screaming. I called out to him. He came 
over. The two of those guys were sharing my mask now. 
After a little while, a third guy starts coming up and 
he was screaming and we grabbed him, and then I had all 
three guys sharing my mask. So I was trying to calm 
them down because one guy was panicking. He was pretty 
upset. He was getting hysterical. 

CHIEF KING: We're going to stop the tape for 
a minute. It's 1635 hours. 

(Pause. ) 

CHIEF KING: It's 1636 hours. We're going to 


restart the tape. Go ahead, Mike. 
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A. So the one guy was getting pretty 
hysterical. The other two guys were okay. They pretty 
much took their hits of the air and they gave it back 
to me when I asked. But the third guy kept grabbing it 
and screaming and yelling. So I told him, I said, 
"Listen, you keep it up, I'm not going to give you any 
more and then you're going to pass out and I'm going to 
leave you here." So he pretty much calmed down after 
that. The bottom line is, I had my hood over my face, 
but they pretty much used up all my air. When it 
finally started to lift, the first guy who was pretty 
calm said thanks a lot and took off. The other two 
guys were a little more out of it. 

We regrouped and tried to go a little up 
north to try and find a place where we could clear our 
eyes and throats and noses so we could breathe better. 
At that point I called out to all of the other guys in 
the company. I wanted to make sure that we didn't lose 
Smitty or Bailey because they didn't have any masks and 
I knew it got pretty nasty and, if they didn't run, 
they were going to need help. 

So we couldn't find them originally. We got 
together, all of us regrouped, and we stood there for a 


while because we had heard reports now that the tower 
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came down and we didn't believe it. We just thought it 
was the top couple of floors. It was still too dusty 
and too dark to see. So we just stood there watching 
and waiting to see if it cleared and we could tell what 
was going on. At that point, on the radio, we heard a 
lot of Maydays and a lot of yelling and who's trapped 
and who's hurt. 

It didn't seem like that long of a period of 
time, but by the time we regrouped and got our act 
together and we were going to start heading back down, 
that's when the second tower started coming down. When 
that tower started coming down, we knew from the first 
one, which, actually, the first collapse was blocked by 
the north tower from us. It sort of shielded us a 
little. When I looked up and I saw the antenna on the 
second tower coming straight, just like falling 
straight into the building, I knew it was coming down, 
and we pretty much just turned and started to run. 

AS we were running, it overtook us, the 
impact. A couple of guys went flying. We went diving 
under cars and up against fences. We started getting 
pelted with stuff. Nothing substantial, though. It 
turned pitch black. You couldn't see anything, but you 


could still hear the screaming again and the yelling. 
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Pretty much the radio went dead after that, the second 
tower. We didn't hear anybody screaming for help. It 
was just like an eerie silence. We knew that it was 
really bad. 

At that point, I put my face piece on and my 
cylinder ran out. So I had the proby with me, who I 
had told to stick with me, and we ducked down behind a 
fence and I told him, I said, "Joe, you're going to 
have to remain calm here because you're going to have 
to change my cylinder." He said, "No problem," and he 
took my spare cylinder and changed it without a 
problem. 

Then two guys behind us that were following 
the fence actually walked right into us and then a cop 
came by. I thought he was a transit cop. I'm not even 
sure now. We all stuck together and we started moving 
north up along the side of the fence because we still 
couldn't see anything. At that point, I think the four 
of us got together and we waited for it at least to 
clear up a little bit so we could see. 

Most of the guys now were pretty bad as far 
as the dust and the breathing, and it seemed like a 
godsend. We were walking up West Street and a guy ina 


Poland Spring truck pulled over. I said to myself, 
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"I'm going to go over there and I'm going to grab some 
water. I don't care if this guy likes it or not." But 
we couldn't even blink. I told the guys to sit down, 
and as I ran over towards the truck, the guy got out of 
his truck and he just started opening up all the gates 
on the truck and started throwing us water. So we just 
took bottles and we started rinsing everybody's eyes 
out. By the time we got cleaned up, there were guys 
coming up by the hundreds, walking up the block and 
just needing to be rinsed and cleaned. 

We got our act together. We regrouped and 
the Lieutenant and one of the other guys went down 
south again to see if we could find anybody left 
because at this point we didn't know what was going on 
and we wanted to see if we could find a command post or 
somebody down there that could tell us what to do. But 
we were northwest of the hotel and all the debris, it 
was like a roadblock. There was no way to get in 
there. That whole side of the West Side Highway was 
just pretty much just demolished. That's where the 
walkways were. 

We went down there and there were numerous 
rigs burning, cars burning. It looked like something 


out of a war movie. There was really nothing to do. I 
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mean, all the rigs that were crushed and with all the 
debris in the street, we couldn't even get to the World 
Trade Center complex. 

That was about it. That's pretty much it. 
After the second tower collapsed, we tried to get 
together and stick together. We found Smitty. We 
never found Bailey, but it turned out, we found out 
later on, that he ran up to 20 truck and made a few 
phone calls. But, unfortunately, when they asked where 
we were, he said he didn't know, that we were lost. So 
that didn't work out too well, except for the fact that 
at least the guys that were here knew not to tell 
anybody who called what he said. But that's about it. 

The only thing I left out was, in between the 
two towers collapsing, there were a couple of firemen 
who were walking up that were bleeding pretty badly 
from the head, and we stopped them. They didn't want 
to stop. They were lost. They didn't know what they 
were doing. They were sort of out of it. So we had to 
like grab them and restrain them and hold them by the 
rig while we patched up their injuries on their heads. 

An ambulance was coming down the block and I 
pulled them over and I said, "These two guys are hurt 


pretty bad. You've got to take them." They said, "All 
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right. We'll pull up and you can throw them in the 
back." I said, "Okay." So they drove to the back of 
the rig and I went behind the rig to grab these two 
guys and their heads were being bandaged by the proby 
and by Saulle, and the ambulance just took off. They 
kept going. So, when they kept going, I was like, you 
know, well, whatever. But anyway, they kept going, and 
that was only a few minutes before the second tower 
collapsed. So I don't know what became of them. 

But most of the guys that were walking up the 
block after us were obviously closer to the building 
than us and they were injured. A lot of them were 
bleeding. Most of them were dazed and didn't even know 
where they were. That's why, when that water truck 
pulled over, that was really good because people 
couldn't breathe. The civilians didn't even realize, 
you know, when you can't breathe and when you've got 
dirt in your eyes, I guess, for some reason, we're a 
little more used to that than civilians are, but these 
Civilians were panicking, and you know any time people 
are yelling and screaming and crying, it just adds more 
stress to the situation. So when this truck pulled 
over, we pulled out a couple of the five-gallon barrels 


of water, put them on like a ledge and just pulled the 
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cap off, and there were people sitting underneath them 
just like a shower and it helped a lot of people. That 
calmed them down a lot anyway. 

CHIEF KING: Okay, Mike. Thank you. The 


time is 1645 hours and we've concluded the interview. 


